The Mamage

In Whicha Wdlm

Auntie Stirs Up Troable, -
and Dan Capid, Aided by
Fd-,WinE-yVidm

Muﬁi staring at the mors-
Sreakfust table a:
“#‘-“ﬂﬂl"
maretesss bisesoms, sfiost i a shallow orys-
tal bow? ¥Full of sumshine, the room! Full
of dainty ajpointments; empty of anythiag®
thst wenld speak of & in the housa.

The g1 was well but unew-
aliing?ty @ressed, and good locking e
gty hawe been ertremely pretty bad thers
basn any ene o potice 8. Netice, 1o beauty,
baing svenassmliztt 1o {he narciasus. Cant
Moo wiheut & Sometimes the girl hee
ol fxecied Cwt ber «yes ware Tios, though
bty el Sl heras. . . .

in for whbat Sey wwe Dow staring o,
Thaes ous? This SEnowSssRent:

A marriege bms bemm ssranged znd
will sherfly tahe piace Seotwesn Sybll,
dxughter of tho s General and Mra
Ashten of The Lower Reach Malden-
bead, and misce «f Miss Ashtop of O13
Basll strest, and Arthur Wye, Esg., eld
est som of the lxte Onionsl and Mra
Wye, Thorton Hall Shropshire
* Good hexvens,” gasped the girl “Auntiel*
For the other weman im the house wua

ene of these meek maiden aunts left over
from the ninetsenth century. Gray hair net
and gray satin skirt, silver gleam of eyeginss
ehxin, library catalogue

She put down the list of the lates: fiction
and in ber characteristically nervous voica
aquired: “What is it, Bybil, dear?”

* Look!™

And Sybli Ashton, with an infignant ges-
tore, handed over the paper. Her thomb
marked the anmouncement of her own forth-
coming marriage—the first the girl had ever
beard of &

At that sarse moment and at a breakfast
fable in bachelor rooms some streets away
& young man sat equally aghast staring at
kis own copy of the Post

“Good Lord™ he muttersd “What
the —" Then londer, “T'm dashed!™

Then, “Or am I imaghing 1%t . . . .
Girii=. my only love, will you listen to this? ™

He proceeded to read aloud, slowly and
distinctly, the notice beginning * A marriage
bas been arranged——"

His invariable breakfast table companion
was curied up in the lazy chair opposits to
him, her ivory satin coat, rose lined, gleam-
ng over all her shapely curves. Girlie, best
Bred and most infatuate of bull terriers, kep:
ene tracgular white ear cocked for every
mote of the beloved's volce; both jeweled
oyes fastened upon him.

Good to look upom, certainly, was this
young master of hérs, lounging graceful and
big limbed in the type of bathrobe with which
men compensats themselves for the drab a4 1
dreary vesture of their business lives. (This
garment was of lemon-yellow silk, patterned
in swirls of impudent jade green, petunia
pimk, and cinneraria purple) A slacker?
No . . . Just taking things a little easily,
perhaps, these days—after those strenuous
years'

Not much incentive to work at present.
No responsibilities now—but his mercilessaly
groomad brown bair was streaked with the
pramature white that's so often seen among
the young ex-fighters of our generation:
shrapnel souvenirs. The posaibility was there
that since the twenties of this young man
bad been all too full of action, the thirties
might ind him lazing—the forties would see
him fat disillusioned, unfulfilied.

No hint of middle age, though, ur-t.tn
his pleasant, laughing voice . .

“ Girlie, how on earth had this happened? ™
it demanded, when the announcement had
been read through to the end. “ A mar-
riage—mine! After I've told you—'not once
and again, but again and again "—that you're
the oge member of your sex who's ever going
to be allowed to sit opposite to me at break-
fast, here's some wicked person, girlle, try-
ing to oust you from your lawfu! place.
Mistake, of conires. But how the deuce did
&t get In?T Bomebody most have—"

Hare be broke snap off. His good looking
face frese into blankness wgain as another
aspect of the guestion bruke upon him. A
sericus oDe.

= Guod Lordr=

“in the Post . . .

* Bverybody'd see the dashod tlung . . .
everybody who knew him would

“Pp . . .. rrrrring! * sounded the telaphone
ball on his-writing table.

The young man stretched out a long gaund-
Ry slesved mrm to pick up the receiver.

Then Frith, at the telephone, * Yes, madam,
Mr. Wyels man speaking . . . Yea it's
Frith . . ."—in aloud tone, as to the very
“—-an--u:r.n-& Wye i not
hare at poesent
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« + Gone into-the country, I believe,
He pardont ~

The impassivity of Frith's mask
bhere with a gleam of amasement
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* Now. sir, what do you mean by that?™ He tapped the paper in his hand, Folded at the ob

you, madam, indeed . . . Mr. Wye has
said npothing to myself ., ., . Very good,
madam. Good-by.”

Then—

" Mrs. Anstruther, sir, wishing to congratu-
late you upon your engage—"

“Good Lord, my grandmother,” grunted
young Wye in dismay. “None so sharp as
those who can't hear. She got it first of all,
did she——"

“Yes, sir.” Frith took this as a question
to himself. * A little upset madam seemed,
not to have heard the news from yourself
direct, sir.” Slight hint of reproof in the
tone of this confidential family servant of a
rapidly disappearing school. “If I may say
aso0——" =

" Prrring! " again, urgently.

Interlude by Frith on telephone

“Who the dickens was that?™

“Col. Philips, sir, left & message for you.
His heartiest congratu'ations, and he and
Mrs. Philips are delighted to see your news,
and——""

" Are they,” broke from the exasperated
subject of congratulation. * I suppose every
soul I know will be ringing up about it for
the rest of the morning? Anyhow theyll see
it contradicted in all the evening papers!”

“Do I understand, sir, that the report of
your en——*

“‘ Grossly exaggerated,’ Frith! I'm not en-
gaged nor ever will be! ™

- mﬂﬁ

"0, go to the—to the door, Frith, There's
somebody knocking. Bay I've gone out, of
course.”

But the voice of the visttor was raised at

the door of the fiat; loudly, bilthely, and con-

fidently.

“0, no, you dont, Frith, yold viimin. 1
beard him . Wyel Wye, you rascal,
I heard you . . . Hulle, Girlie—ahn, she

imows I'm coming im te ses her master all -

right. Morning! ™

And there entered, carrying hat, gloves,
cane, and morning newspaper, the tenant of
the rooms above, Mr. George Hope.

He was a couple of years younger than
young Wye, of s old regiment; he was a
smaller-made man, and he bownced. Men
lked * littie Hope *; men delighted in his flow
of talk, his practical jokes, his chirping spir-
fts . . . Men pronounced him “a ther
oughly good little chap.” He was, in short,
& man's man. Which does not always mean
& man whom women loathe.

In this case, however, it &4. You could not
find a woman who would not instinctively
wrinkle up her nose at the name of *that
lttle horrar, Mr. Hope." Pathetic? Not at
sil. To this type has been granted by the
mercy of providence the unshatterable flu-
sion that all women Hike and that many wom-
en love him.

“Aba.” he began as he faced the sttractive
figure in the batbrobe. “Here we are, at
tired as a bridegroom cometh forth, eh? I've
come to trouble you, Wye, for that fiver!”

* Fiver™ repeated his friend blankly,

" Yes, the fiver you owe me on that bet.
You've lost!™ Little Hope tapped the paper
he held. 'M-ﬁlmmm
Rcvur.alﬂw*

“What d'you mesn—-"
"l,l.mm You know perfectly

| well,” exulted lttle Hope. “Bet you on
Armistice day that you'd get yourself en-
gaged to be married before you'd been out
of the army two years. Now what about t?
What meets my ast gaze this morn-
ing over the bacon and eggs?™ He whiaked
open the paper and began to read—*>‘A
-

“ 0, shut up, man, shut up. Haven't I just
seen it myselfT™

" Sean 1t? Well, I should jolly well hope
you had. Expect you've been gloating over
your bliss ever since you leapt out of your
bath this morning. Kept it quiet, old thing,
haven't you™ little Hope rattied on. * Dark
horse totch, eh? . But seriously, my
dear old basket of fruit, I was thundering
glad to see It Old Wye fixed up, I thought.
Jove! That's fine. Unexpected, really: but
still, just what he wants Samething to

inhad

buck him up a bit. Put some more get Into

him. Ering out the best that's in him! ‘A
rattling good husband for any girl, if—What
are you looking so hard-boiled about?”

“I'm merely waiting,” sald young Wye
with boding patience, “ untfl you finish and
I can get a word in.™

“That's all right, tell us about her.
all out on my shoulder!™

“You ass, there's nothing to sob. Any-
bhow, not what you think™ retorted young
Wye vigorously. “ Some idiot's been trying
to be funny, that's all. There's too much
chapter and verse about it for it to be just a
mistake.” .

“ Mistake, what do you mean by mistaké?"

“This dashed announcement.” The glossy
head with its gray streaks was- jerked
towards the newspaper in Hope's hand.

Hope's jaw dropped. “Mean to say you
aren't engaged after all?™

“"TI'm pot thinking .of 1t* 3

Hope eyed him. “ Just a rumor, then?™
~ "Rumer? Justa lia!™

'Nomhvtﬂwntﬂrg’wm
Hope. “ How-&d it get about? Burely we've
passed the dear old days when-one couldn't
sit out every dance with the same girl with.
out being asked one's intentions—*

“Lord” flung out young Wyse, I don't
mmmwmnmm.m
me up with!™

“Don't know her,” incredulously from lit-
tle Hope. “D'you mean you've never sven
séen this young weman of yours?”

“1 have just seen her” Young Wye
stared frowning at the name coupled in that
paragraph with his own, *“BSybil Ashton
Miss Sybll Ashton . . . I met her
at a dance in the country at s house where
I was taken down by some people. Just

Sob it

LR

ence. I'd forgottem . . ."
* Not pretty, then? ™ k.
“0, yes,/quite. . uuhulﬂ.uo. Partie-

uhly-ﬂllﬂ.’wl_mﬂhl.
sood neck and shoulders In evening dress;
soft blue eyes; that sort of thing. But—!
I never saw her again from that day to this.
And ‘now here's this!™ He kicked his own
copy of the paper that lay on the carpet.
“A bit extraordinary, isn't it? -Daghed i I
know how——"

Little Hope gave his loud, ufivarying laugh.
“'What are you going to do about }t7"
" Dot Contradict it at once, of course.
J—

“Pp—RING!™ went off that bell again;
again the interlude in which the impassive
and invalyable Frith told his accustomed tale
to yet another congratulating friend.

“ Delighted, are they? BShows that all
your pals have been praying for you! And
what,” asked little Hope, who was ever a
mass of that seething curlosity only found,
we are told, in the feminine sex, *~what
about the lady? What will ashe have to say
about her unsuspected flancé, d'you sup-
pose? ™

The driven flancé put forward no theory,
marely grunting, * My boota, Frith.”

Little Hope grinned. * In such a rush to
see her?™

“Ass. Ita the manager of that paper that
I'm in the rush to see Quick as you
can, Frith—pleass . . . And If anybody
elseringsup . . ."

" PPPring!™ from the telephone bell—
“let 'em ring!"™

To those at the Post offices who Informed
him that they did not know if the manager
were to be ssen, Mr. Arthur Wye replied
curtly, “ He'll see me.™

On he strode, and to the iInnermost sanc-
tum, where, his knock being unanswered, he
found himself in the presence of a big roll-
top desk and of two persons so engrossed
that they did not fora moment notice the in-
truder’'s entrance.

The manager, & man of the large, over-
bearing type that almost inevitably turns
timid as 4 hare in the hands of any woman,
was acting true to type. There he sat, quail-
ing. In fromt orhtl desk a young woman

was standing up to bully him.

Her back was towards young Wye as he
entered. A shapely back; supple, straight-
shouldered, well-fitted by a light grey coat—
and expressive, in every line, of indignation.
The tensest anger rang out, too, in the giri-
ish voice that was exclaiming:

“Infamous, I call it! You ought to, be
ashamed of yourselves— "=

'B\:&—"hmtdmmm

The girl ran on, “ And I'm astonished that
& paper of your repute should have permit.
umr.mawmmm
lessnesa.” .

“Cheers!™ thought young Wye, appre-
clatively. " Here's somebody else been let
down somehaw by these rotters. ‘Infamous!’
That's the stuff to give 'em. What a stun-
fing girl = I wonder who she—"

Bhe wheeled, giving him a full view of her
face. An uncommonly preity face; cheeks
lﬂmoﬂmmmml&'om»
phires . . . O, topping . . .

For an lostant the young man did not re-
alize that he'd ever seen the fave before.
Then a quick further flame lighted it .up,
and she exclalmed, aghast——

+ *Youl?*®

At the same time young Wye gasped,
“Good Lord, it's Miass Ashton herself. . .*

The manager, beholding & man to deal
mWM-qMMQm
tor. Glaring at young Wye he rapped out: |

*1 sald I was engaged!” /|
'l’n-ﬂ.“uﬂntﬂmm }F‘l
l-—m

-mwm_“'mm-
‘Wye, taking & step forward . "~ Now, sir,

what do you mean by that?” He tapped the
paper in his band, folded at the obnoxious

L

paragraph. * Whet do you mean by it7™

paragraph. * What do you mean by ft?*
“Yea! D'you know that all my—her—our

friends will have read this? D'you realize
that every soul who knows this young lady
or knows me will have food for gossip for &
month of SBundays? Already my telephone's
Eot worn out with idiots rying te congrat-
ulate me——"

* So has ours! ™ burst In the lady, obviously
far too indignant still to feel any embarrass-
ment. " And pecple have telegraphed! And
my relations in the country will all be sitting
down and writing reams, all on account of
thig—*

* But—but—but—— ™ began the manager,
requailing and lifting & hand =My dear
young lady——*

A glance from the blazing sapphires searsd
him as he sat

Elightly more temperately, young Wye took
up the tale. “We shall be the laughing stock
of London. Great SBcot! I'd like to know—
we'd both like to know what you've got to
say for yourself? Personally I don't ses that
you've a leg to stand on. What explanation
can you possibly offer—*

* Explanation! " retorted the manager, pur-
ple to the collar. “ Why—why, you yourself,
madam'!”™ He turned to that girlish incarna-
tion of fury. " You yourself apparently sent
the notice in to be |nserted.™

“I7" Petrified, the girl gazed from him to
the young man, “He says I sent in the
announcement? ™

“How dare you make such a suggestion
about a h.dy?" young Wye burst in impetu-
ously. “Youll be saying mext that I put
it int*

“I haven't the pleasure of knowing your
name, sirf*™

“You seem to know plenty about my busi-
ness, anyway. My name is Wys, Mr. Arthur
Wye. And I advise you to be careful what
you say about my—my frends sending things
in to your rag of a newspaper.”

" But—my dear sir! It's surely customary
for the lady's people to insert any announce-
ment of a forthcoming marr—>"

“That's not going to help you, so dont sit
there arguing amd splitting hairs with me”
retorted young Wye, spurred by the look of
belpless Indignation that lighted up the lovely
face so near him. * However it ever hap-
pened, you've managed to canse very serious
annoyancs to a lady——*

* But——*

~To say nothing of the position in which
you've placed me by this precious announce
ment of yours!™

“Youll apologize, and pretty handsomely,
too, when you publish the contradiction of
this—this malicious rumor. Further, I've &
dashed good mind to bring an action for libel
against you'!"™

“And 1" declared the girl, *shall bring
another!™ .

m which curtain line she made a not
m-ﬂ.mﬁlﬂh‘mm
door open for his alleged fiancés.’ Together
they reached the top of the stairs. Together
they paused, each with a look of deprecatory
appeal. Together they began, “I say, I'm
80 dreadfully sorry——" Then, w
they burst out laughing. \

@ By BERTA RUCK

Mise Ashton suid: *Ne; they wers enly
“d"m‘h-ﬂ:- It was
Just & chance, my golng 1o thelr house—*
“And they're sure o write and sy bhow
giad they are ft was at their house we met™
be laughed reefully, “ Good Lord, there's me
end to the mspects of this awful mess that
I've landed you Into——>"

*“You havent landed me—>*

“ Bomehow I feel K's my famh—*
0, it's the newspaper's famit” suid he
stri ’
BaM the mam “1If thers wers only amy
thing I could dof ., . . Anyhow, ¥ youl
tall me the form youw'd Hke the contradiction
to take In the evening papers—I say, we cxnt
discuss that here on these stepa. . . . s
it too early for lunch? Well, then, ¥ you'rs
pot doing anything for the moment cant we
gt hoid of & taxi and find seme quist spet
whaere we can sit down and talk this over? *

1f young Wye had pot been thoroughly &is
gruntied by all this extravaganzs be would
mham-.mmmhn_
the park on a fine ning of
To his horrified mind 2t appeared that the
park immediately became populated by al
the people who knew bhim, her, or both
They, these friends, all saw. They all
smiled—meaning smiles and full of approval
*Buch a delightful young couple! ™ could be
read In every glance. And how like fate to
arrange that on this day of all others, those
people who had given that dance and whum
they had not seen since then should appear
in the flower walk and should bear down
apon the couple before they had so much as
paid the pennies for thelir chalrs

* Look, look! They're coming to speak to
us. Pretend you didn"t see them.™ whispersd
Sybll Ashton to her companion, who had as
s matter of fact, not seen. *~ Let's pretend
that we're going—O, yes—to talk to that old
1sfy over there.”

Ehe hustled him In the @rection of a white
baired dowager with biack lace dripping off
her Victorian mushroom bat—who immed)
ately Hfted a shrewd, startied face upon the
two young people racing toward her down
the path and exciaimed arrestingiy:

= Arthur!™

Out of the frying pan into the fire.

* Granny!"™ muttered the young man, tore
ing sealing waz red -- they pulled up.

* Good-morning. bad boy,” said the old Indy
brightly. " I'm glad to see you've the grace
to come up and apologize at once. What
manners! Letting your poor old granny ses
it in the Post before she'd heard a word! Then
telling your village idiot Frith te say you'd
fed the country! Well perhaps he didn™t sy
quite that, but that’s the way be mumbies
Depiorably stoopid fellow! Change your man,
Arthur. Change your man. Not worth while
before you're married, I suppose? And this*™
—arith a keen approving glance at the
flushed girl before her—=~ this is the young
lady. My dear, I am delighted to see you™
Two little black gloved hands claspad Syhil's
“You're so like that wonderfully handsome
young man, your grandfather. We had
rather a flirtation even in Simia—O, some
years ago. When are you coming to see me?
Come and have lunch in Mount street. Come
now—"

Young Wye broke in desperately, aware
that this was neither the time nor the place

to enter into long winded explanations with

deaf oid ladies.
“ Awfully sorry. grannis . . . another
day tomorrow if we may, perhapa
Promised to have lunch with—er—
her people hate to break away like
this, but as & matter of fact we're behind

time now. Good-by, grannis . .
forgive ua, won't you?! . . If we can
justgrabthattad . . . "™

He grabbed it He got in beside the girl
“I'll see you home, Miss Ashton, of coursel

And if you don't mind I'll ask if you
will allow me to come in and see your people
for five minutes. I'd like to explain to them
that this whole biessed affair had absolutely
nothing to do with—I mean, I mean, I'd hate
them to imagine that there was anything i
the nature of a practical joke——*

= Joke! " blankly from the girL * You dom“t
suppose any human being would do a thing
like that for a joke, do you? ™

“Er—0, 1 suppose nol™ returned the
young man all the more hastily because &
sudden suspicion had just assalled him.

A practical jokea. . . i it were that?

« « Omn the part of some one he knew?
'W'ho was always full of booby traps and
“scores ™! Whose chaff was occasionally—
yes, occasionally—on the * off * side? Whe
had come in this morning speciailly te ™™g
about that announcement of the eangage
ment? . Brrely he could not hatl
been such an unmitigated bounder?

Good Lord!

How frightful if it did turn out to be all
the doing of little Hope. + . Impossible!
Yet—who else could it have been?

* Here we are,” cried Sybil more nervous-
ly than she had yet .p-.r-d. as the taxi
pulled up.

“ Auntie, this is Mr. Wys, our fellow suf-

" ferer in the matter of that—that ridiculous

canard in the newspaper,” the girl introduced
her companion bravely to the flustered look-
ing lady who stood in the middie of & pretty
drawing room as if she wondered how she'd
got there. =~ We met at the newspaper office.™

= (Q, Eybll, you've been there? " gasped the
sunt, withdrawing her bhand with & start
from that of young Wye—who had newer yet

[Continued on following page.]

’



